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Jolmson. Good old British name, that. I have been
here a month and I was just settling down nicely,
Now I am told we may have to turn out at any
moment because the old lady has popped off. What
might your name be, sir?"
"My name is Granet," was the calm reply, "but
I really don't see that it is any business of yours. I
came here for quiet because I understood that I had
no near neighbours. Might I suggest that you close
the gate as you go out?"
The man stood motionless for some moments.
He was looking at Granet curiously and without
any sign of anger or annoyance.
"So you are one of that sort, are you?" he re-
marked. "Well, perhaps the lady is a little more
amiable. I called to propose, madam," he went on,
turning to the girl, "that we go up to the Manoir and
ask if the agent is there. I should like a little infor-
mation as to what is happening to the tenants. Are
we supposed to leave at once, for instance?"
She laid her hand upon Granet's arm.
"Perhaps," she suggested, "one ought to do that*
What do you think, Mr. Grariet? To me it seems
rather soon to go and trouble Miss Grassleyes with
questions about ourselves, though/'
"Well, for my part," Granet decided, "I shall
wait until things have quietened down a little. The
doctors have had their turn. One understands that
the police are there now."
"The police?" Mr. Johnson exclaimed, "What the
hell business is it of theirs?"
"Well, sir," Granet confided, "even if you are a